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0	JuUe, you and I—talking here, chilled by a memory of
what we can't feel—afraid to go forward, unable to go
back. And yet," he continued, letting her hand fall, "we
are what we were—you as beautiful—and I. . . ." He
walked across the room and returned to her. "Nothing is
dead, Julie, but sleeping—undergoing change. What was
shining and secret, our own, has become his, until we
make it our own again. The joy and the brilliance have
gone from it. It is bound up in suffering—his and yours
and mine. It's dark and heavy—but it is alive. Without it,
you and I are thrown away."
"I believe that," she said, "but I feel nothing."
"Then	"
But she would not let him continue. "You are making
yourself speak of love for my sake, Lewis. You have
burdens enough. In England you have your own struggle.
1	have no decision left. Perhaps, some day, we shall be
together again. I don't know."
"Come now," he repeated, "come now, or give me your
word to come.*'
She was silent a long time.
"Lewis," she said, "try to believe and forgive me. I
know that I love you and shall not cease; but now I feel
nothing. For so long we have thought of him only, of
saving him. And we have failed. It is as though you and
I had been struggling and struggling up a mountain and
had fallen back suddenly into the valley. And you say:
'Come now. Climb again. Another mountain. Climb it
blind.' We are to set out, with no illusions, starved and
tired, to struggle again. I can't Lewis. I can't now. I can't
think or feel." ^
"But when time has passed?"
"I can't even give you my word," she said. "I love you
—that's true still. But I'm cold and tired. I don't trust my
own word. Something has died in me. . . . And in you it
has died," she added, "in you too. The enchantment has
died."
"All enchantments die," he said. "Only cowards die
with them." He lifted up her face, and into his she saw

